CHAPTER II

FOR KING AND PARLIAMENT

THE great drama was ahout to begin. The star-chamber
had given judgment in Hampden's case: the prayer-
book had been read in Edinburgh; and it was amidst
ominous mutterings of coming evil that Captain Monk
set foot once more upon his native shore.

How great a tragedy was to develope itself out of
the prologue upon which the curtain was about to rise,
no one as yet could tell. Still less were there any to
guess that the plain Low Country officer stepping on to
the Dover beach was the man who was to cut the knot
of the last act and end the play in a blaze of triumph.

"We can see him clearly as he rides towards London,
brooding, as his manner was, on the ungrateful treat-
ment he had received at the hands of his masters. He
is now in his thirtieth year, rather short than tall, but
thickset and in full possession of the physical strength
which the ill-starred under-sheriff had tasted at Exeter
years ago; and as with an air of dogged self-reliance he
sits erect upon his horse, handsome, fresh-coloured, well-
knit, he looks every inch a soldier. Quietly chewing his
tobacco for company, as the fashion was, he speaks little
to those who overtake him on the road, except perhaps the service of his own country.ng 1" he fell
